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Please allow me to 
introduce, Don Martin 
de Leon, a 
well-respected ‘Man 
about Towne.’ Don is 
currently the 
GuildMaster of the 
Veiled Alliance, a 
respected RP group 
who has roots in the 
player towns of 
PaxLair and Corwyn. 
Don is also a member 
of the PaxLair Towne 
Council, the PaxLair 
Chamber of Commerce, 
he is CO-owner and 
bartender of the 
PaxLair Survival 
Shop, Chairman of the 
Board of the 
Chesapeake Quest 
Center & Casino, and 
he is the Keeper of 
the 'Book of Truth.’ 


Don entered this world 
near the small mining 
village of Minoc, 

where he wondered 
aimlessly through the 
Northern Forests 
foraging for food. His 
memories are still 
unclear how he got 
there, a band of 
wandering tribesmen 
took him in. Don won't 
say why he had to 


leave the tribe, some 
say he got a fight over 
a Tribal Queen, a 
crashing blow from 
huge right hand sent a 
native fellow to the 
"Promised Land.’ All 
we know is that one 
day Don wandered into 
a small mining house 
near the Minoc Caves, 
it was there John 
found him. 


John couldn't help 
feelin’ sorry for the 
boy, so he took him in 
and taught him to earn 
living. John taught 
Don to mine, and to 
smith so that Don 
could earn a living 
selling kite shields. 
John kept Don alive in 
this hostile place. 
According to Don, 
"Every mornin’ at the 
mine you could see 

him arrive, he stood 
six foot six and 
weighed two 
forty-five, kinda 
broad at the shoulder 
and narrow at the hip, 
and everybody knew 

ya didn't give no lip to 
Big John. Nobody 
seemed to know where 
John called home, he 
just drifted into town 
and stayed all alone, 
he didn't say much, 
kinda quiet and shy, 
and if you spoke at all, 
you just said "Hi" to 
Big John.” 


Then one day John met 
a robed man called 


Asland, and Don was 
alone again. He 
worked hard day and 
night, mining ore, 
smelting it to ingots, 
smiting wooden kite 
shields, and storing 
them until the vendors 
were offering the 
right price. Once a 
week or so, John's 
pigeon would arrive. 
Don couldn't wait to 
read it, the notes 
would talk about 
John's adventures Ina 
far off land called 
Corwyn, near the 
mythical island of 
Skara Brae. John 
never had time to say 
much, these people 
called the Veiled 
Alliance kept him and 
training constantly. 


Don longed to see his 
friend again, he sold 
his shields, bought 
some armor, and 
headed for the West 
Coast. Looking back, 
this was a very 
unwise journey for 
Don. The only place 
he knew was Minoc, 
the futherest west he 
had been was the 
caves that he later 
learned to be Covetous. 
He feared the caves, 
for it was here that 
he had discovered 
PK's long ago. It was a 
long journey and he 
had no maps, he knew 
not of gating or 
recalling. We now 
know that Don took a 


long way around, he 
had no way of 

knowing then, that the 
town he stopped in 

was PaxLair, it is 
speculated that the 
Shop he stopped off in 
and got help, was 
either the PSS or 
Crimson Dragon's 
Shoppe. Don said, 

"My tactics were very 
Simple back then, I 
ran, and I ran fast. I 
definitely learned 
what wandering 

healers were for.” 


When Don got as far 
west as the road would 
take him, his heart 
sank. A little sign 
reading, "Skara Brae” 
only puzzled him, 

how would he cross? 
Did he need to hire a 
boat or what? As he 
wondered through 

what we now know 

was Corwyn, he went 
from house to house 
reading the signs. 
Through some odd 
stroke of luck he 
stumbled onto the V*A 
Guild house. 


And the rest as they 
say, is history. The 
V*A recruited Don, 

Don was a 

Bladewarden recruit, 
then a Delver recruit. 
Then because of 
internal trouble 
within the Council of 
Lords, the V*A began 
to fall apart. As each 
Lord would decide that 


it's time for him to 
leave, his closest 
followers went with 
him. Each time Don 
was asked, "Come with 
us we can start a new 
and better guild” each 
time, Don declined. 
Don's friend Krakauer 
saw this and started 
introducing him to 
friends. Don spent 
many a month solely 
being the V*A. Many 
of the friends that he 
had made, all of 
different guilds and 
organizations asked 
him to join their 
guilds. Don declined, 
he was V*A. This is 
how Don learned that 
guilds are willing to 
help one another. 
Before Don realized it, 
he was welcome in 
almost any Guild 
House, good or evil. 


One day Don heard 

that there was to be an 
auction to benefit the 
CBR. He knew that he 
Finally had a chance to 
repay some of the 

many blessings that 

the CBR had been 
bestowed upon him. 

He went to the auction 
and started bidding, he 
would buy a sword 

for 5k and then 

donate back to be 
resold, he was having 
quite a bit of fun 
paying back his debts 
this way. Then out of 
the corner of his eye, 
he saw her. Her 


name was Tameria, 

she was but a simple 
miner girl. She had 
offered to help 
Angelstorm with the 
auction. It was hard to 
see her delicate frame 
as she was wearing 

one of those balky CBR 
cloaks. Without any 
respect for the other 
bidders, Don spouted 
out, "500 gold pieces 
for Tameria'’s cloak!!!". 
From Don's Journal: I 
cannot begin to tell you 
or to try to explain the 
look on the face of this 
beautiful young 
qoddesses, as she 
stumbled, spitting and 
sputtering, apparently 
more embarrassed 

than she had ever 

been in her life, yet 
glowing in the light of 
attention now cast 

upon her. It was 
priceless, it still 
makes me excited, to 
this day. I think 

when all was said 

than done, I paid 

5000 gold pieces for 
that simple pink cloak, 
best investment I ever 
made :-) 


Since that time, the 
courtship between 
Tameria and Don 
Martin has been 
recorded as the longest 
courtship and the 
history of Britannia. 
Many of us cannot 
wait to read each 
week's tales of 
"Tameria and Don.” 


Before that, some of 

us got so tired of only 

reading about killings 

and wars in the news. 
This reporter cannot 

wait to see what 
happens now. 


